Accidental Angels 


Author: motherfuckeroftheyear 


Bands: Angel, Kiss 


Characters: Frank DiMino, Punky Meadows, Ace Frehley, Eric Carr, Eric Singer, Gene Simmons, Paul Stanley, 


Peter Criss, Tommy Thayer, Vinnie Vincent 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Apr 07 2020 0910:23 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter |: What Have | Done? 


The room was thick with the stench of beer and body odor. There were only two kinds of people at the 
intimate concert: young 20 something females that were screaming out for Punky! Punky!, and 50-year-old 
men that were blurting out random words in their drunken stupors. This tiny club, on the South Side of 
Chicago, was definitely not the classiest place Angel has played at, but it was one of the rowdiest. Only fifty 
people in the room, counting the band, and Reggie's Rock Club still managed to shake its foundations. 


Frank DiMino brushed his long, dark bangs out of his face. He straddled the mic stand, and rolled his hips up 
against it, making sweet, sweet love to the music that he and Punky Meadows wrote together. And Punky! Such 
a charmer, that one. He was the poster child for tall, dark, and handsome. With his plush lips, lined eyes, fluffy 
hair, and his pouty smirk, he was a hit with the ladies. Despite being 69 years old, he still managed to make 
girls quiver with excitement. Frank looked over at Punky, his wide grin causing his cheeks to dimple. Punky 
flashed him his famous pouty smirk in return. Frank got off the mic stand, rested his chin on Punky's 
shoulder, and gently placed his hand on the other one. 


"What're you doing?" Punky said, making sure to talk away from the mic. 


"You see that girl over there?" Frank replied. 


"Yeah?" 


"Stop staring at her." 


"But Frank," Punky said, "she's fuckin’ hot" 


"Hmph," Frank said. He watched as his friend knelt down on his knees, pelvis tilted forward, his back making a 
sultry curve. Punky's fingers climbed up and down the neck of the guitar, expertly playing the notes to "Hold 
Me, Squeeze Me". The guitarist looked down at the girl with hooded eyes, and handed her a guitar pick with a 
smile, which she shoved into her pocket before anyone could snatch it out of her hands. Frank rolled his eyes, 


and continued singing. "Hold me, squeeze me, never let me go." 


Punky pursed his lips at the young lady in the audience, whose hands were gripping onto the stage. She giggled 
in response. During the instrumental, Frank watched as Punky and the girl locked eyes with each other. He 


scowled, eyes simmering with rage underneath his dark purple sunglasses. "Whatever," he muttered to himself. 


"Good night, Chicago! You've been great!" Frank said. The concert, though it was only 4 songs more after "Hold 
Me, Squeeze Me", ended, much to Frank's delight. He glared at Punky all the way out the door, through the 


chilly October air, down to the hotel, and in their separate rooms. 


Frank stripped down to his boxers, then into a wifebeater and jack-o'-lantern fuzzy lounge pants. He ripped his 
sunglasses off, and threw them into the recliner. He sped walked over to the couch, and plopped his ass down, 
his back to the armrest. The vocalist grabbed the remote, and began clicking through channels, each tap of the 
finger on the button was sounding more like a little thud. 


Then he began to think. What the hell was he doing? Was he really still getting jealous, even now? Frank ran his 
hand through his neck length, teased, shag. He then realized that he is breathing more rapidly, and his face 
was getting all hot and sticky with sweat. No, Frank thought. | gotta control myself. He tried to breathe in and 
out, in and out: slowly. He managed to slow down his breathing, but his whole face was still burning up. He went 


to the dimly lit bathroom mirror. His cheeks were flush against his pasty skin, but other than that, it looked 


fine. 


Good. 


Frank decided to pass out for the night. After all, they were leaving Chicago in the morning for Indianapolis. He 
sat down on his bed, under the covers, turned off the light, and rolled over onto his stomach. The vocalist 


closed his eyes, and quickly fell into a deep slumber. 


Not thirty minutes later, he heard a loud thumping on the opposite side of the wall. Frank shot straight up in 
the bed. Who in the fuck was making all that racket at this hour? He stomped over to the door, opened it, and 
began pounding on the door next to his. 


"Punky," Frank yelled. "Shut the fuck up." 


"Make me," was the muffled reply. 


Frank pounded on the door again. "Seriously, shut the fuck up. I'm trying to sleep here. What're you even doing 
in there, anyway?" 


"Something you haven't done in a while," Punky said, laughing. 


‘Oh, really now? Like what?" 


The handle clicked and turned, the door opening up to reveal a naked Punky (with a massive erection no less) 
leaning on the door frame. With one ankle crossed over the other, he gestured with his free hand over to the 


bed with a snide smile. It was the girl from earlier, ass in the air, and head against the headboard. 


"Punky," she moaned, "come back. I'm not done with you yet." 


"Give me a second, sweetie." Punky turned his head back to Frank, looking down at the shorter figure. "How you 
like them apples, Frankie?" 


Frankie. Mixed feelings. He both loved that nickname, and hated it at the same time. Especially when it was 
coming out of Purky's mouth. Frank ground his teeth together and clenched his hands into fists, forearms up. 
So this is what Punky is up to? That sick, twisted bastard, he knew what he was doing. Frank was so furious 
that tears welled up in his eyes. 


"Fuck you," Frank said in response. 


"Whoa," Punky said. "Whats with all this now?" 


"You know what you just did to me." 


"No, what?" 


Frank narrowed his eyes. "Don't play dumb with me." He took two steps back to his own door, and slammed it 


shut. 


"Frank? Frank, wait" Punky pulled on some boxer briefs, 
and some white bell-bottoms right after. He then tied on a white bell sleeve top. Bracelets jingling on his arm, 
the guitarist pointed towards the covers. "Wait here. We'll continue this later." 


"Sure," she replied. 


Punky walked over to Frank's door, and knocked on it. 


"What do you want?" 


"Let's talk C'mon" 


Frank threw the door open. "Now why would | want to talk to you, asshole?" 


Punky gently pushed Frank aside and stepped into the room. "Because you still love me." 


"Love you?" Frank said, bewildered. "That's ridiculous." 


"I know you still do, Frank. Don't lie." 


Frank gripped his head in torment. The bastard was right; he still loved Punky. But that was a long time ago. 


"How could I," Frank said, “after what you do to me." 


"Or don't do to you," Punky said, chuckling a little. 


"Shut up." 


Punky did Frank the once over. "What kind of pajamas are those? Looks pretty kid-ish to me." 


"Halloween is coming next week. And like you don't look like you're ready for Halloween, yourself." 


Punky frowned. "We always wore white, always. Don't you remember the 10s?" 


Frank smirked, and looked off to the side, a tight-lipped smile on his face. "I try not to." 


"Oh, come on," Punky said, his lips parting to reveal a 


rare full teeth grin. "Whiskey A Go-Go, I97T. Do you remember that?" 


"No." But Frank's cheeks reluctantly tugging on the sides of his mouth gave it away. 


Screaming bodies were stuck together with slmy sweat out in the audience. The colored lights showed in Frank's 
eyes, as the keyboardist chmed out sounds of ascension Once the lights cut, Punky and Frank snickered while they 
were backstage. A much younger Punky, with his long, poker straight hair and fluffed up bangs, hid his mouth behind 
his hand as he laughed And a much younger Frank tucked a curl behind his ear and pushed Punky’s hand down 


gently. 


"Whatre you doing that for?" Frank asked 


‘Of course | was laughing at the shirtless dude," Punky replied "Who else?" 


‘No, not that. Why're you covering your mouth?" 


Punky rolled his eyes and sighed "You know why." 


"Zappa?" 


"Zappa." 


"Cmon, Punky," Frank said, pulling off his own sweaty sik scarf. "Dont let a stupid song about lips get fo you 
Besides, | kind of like them." 


"Knock it off; the guys are around," Punky said, but not 
unkindly. 


‘So? Who cares?" Frank put his scarf gently around Punky's neck, and pulled the guitarists face closer to his own. 'I 
Kinda like you, too." 


Punky’s sharp cheeks turned to a rosy pink "And I kinda like you back." Frank grinned, his dimples prominent. The 
singer pulled Punky in even closer, and they rubbed noses with each other, before Punky lifted him up fo his level 
kissing him. Punky’s succulent Ips met with Frank's plush ones in a rhythmic dance of comforting familiarity. Frank 
gently bit and pulled on Punky's bottom lp, begging him to keep going forever. 


"You forgot the rest of the story," Frank said, deadpan 


Punky looked up. "Right" 


As the two lovers‘ tongues were starting to explore each 
other's mouths, the rest of the band showed up from seemingly out of nowhere. 


‘Are you two queers making out?" Barry snickered 


‘Oh my God, they are," Mickie said "Thats so disgusting." 


Punky put Frank back down Another shade of red smattered across his face this time, a red of embarrassment 
and shame. Frank stood fall, and puffed out his chest a little. "So what if were queer for each other? There's 
nothing wrong with it. Right, Punky?" 


Punky looked off to the side, back at Frank, then at the rest of his bandmates. "We're not queer, it was just an 


experiment, nothing more." 


Frank's jaw dropped All those nights spent together in hotel rooms. All of the love that they shared between them. 
The little promises Punky would whisper into his ear about what they were going to do when the culture finally 
accepts gay folks. Gone. All for not. Frank stood there with his jaw hanging open, looking at the guys, then back at 
Punky. 


‘Punky? Whatre you saying?" Frank said 


"You heard what | said" Punky muttered as he walked away. 


Punky didn't look at Frank once. Frank sat down on the couch, threw his head back, and ran his hands through 
his shag again. "Argh," he yelled out in frustration Punky furrowed his brow. He sat down next to his friend, 


crossing one leg over the other. 


"Look, Frankie," Punky began to say. 


"| don't wanna hear it, Judas," Frank spat. "All of those years together. Gone. Wasted. Finished by one sentence." 
He looked over at Punky. The singer's lower lip started to tremble. "I put up with this for so long, and you want 
to bring it up now? | hate you." 


| hate you. Punky grimaced. He focused on a small stain on the wall to the left of his friend, brown eyes 
glistening. "Frank." 


"Save the sentiments for someone who gives a shit. Now fuck off, I'm going to bed" Frank got up, and headed 


for the bedroom. 


"Frank, wait," Punky got up, and grabbed the singer by the wrist. 


"Let go of me," Frank yelled. He tried to twist his arm to get Punky to let go, but the other man was stronger. 
The taller man pulled the shorter man to his chest. Frank looked up at the guitarist. Those big brown eyes 


were shining with concern, and possibly remorse. Frank's face softened. "Punky," he muttered. "Let go." 


"Or else what?" Punky said. 


"Or else, I'll-Ill," Frank looked up and to the right in thought. "I'll punch you in the dick," he said. 


Punky chuckled. "Is that a promise?" 


Frank smirked. "Shut up." 


Silence. Frank found himself being sucked into his friend's doe eyes. He closed his own, and stood on his tiptoes, 
gently kissing Punky on his lush, glossy lips. Punky's eyes opened in surprise, but they closed immediately as he 
kissed Frank back. With one swift motion, he scooped up Frank, who put his arms around Punky's neck. 


"Let's take this to the bedroom, if you want," Punky whispered in Frank's ear. Pins and needles danced down the 


singer's arched back. 


"Yes please," Frank groaned softly. Punky carried Frank over to the bed, and placed him down. The guitarist took 
off his top and his pants. Frank could feel his heart thumping against his chest. He grabbed the guitarists 
thighs. They were a bit bigger than they used to be all those years ago, but they still squished in his hands; 
that's all that mattered to him. Punky smiled. 


"| need help taking my underwear off. Do you want to help me?" He said. 


Frank grinned. He pushed Punky down onto the bed and straddled him. "Not yet. There's something | gotta do to 
you first." The smaller man rested his head in-between the larger man's shoulder and neck. It fit quite 


comfortably. And, God, he smelled so good. He just wanted to take a bite. So he did. 


"Ah," Punky moaned in surprise. He grabbed fistfuls of the bedsheets as Frank bit and sucked on his neck. 
Suddenly, Frank got up, and wiped the saliva off his mouth. 


"| felt something hard," he said with a sly smile. "| wonder what that was." 


Punky turned his head to the side, and shifted his eyes to look at Frank, He smirked. "That means it's my turn" 
He shoved Frank off of him and ravished his neck, feeling the pulse of his friend's artery on his tongue. Then 


he pulled the wifebeater off Frank's slight body, and drug his tongue down around his nipples. Frank toes curled 
into the bed. 


"Punky," he cried. "Stop." 


"Not yet," Punky said. "I'm just getting started" He rubbed his hands down Frank's little body. He had a little bit 
of a belly, but whatever. Frank shivered. Punky caressed his hands down the chest, past the stomach, around 
the hip bones, and pulled the lounge pants off, leaving a naked Frank lying on the bed. Punky put his head 
between Frank's thighs, and licked the little spot where the leg meets the body. Frank went wild. His eyes nearly 
rolled into the back of his head. 


"Oh, Punky, please, I'm begging you," he stammered. "It's too much." 


"I know you," Punky said. "You can take more than that." His tongue found its way all around Frank's nether 
regions, except the most important part. The pubic bone, the thighs, the hips, everything. It was, in fact, too 
much. 


"You know," Punky said. "I read something in a book. The nerves in your belly button are connected to the ones 
in your member. | wonder if that's true.” 


Frank's eyes widened. "No, please-" 


But it was already too late. Punky's tongue went past his pubic bone, and up his happy trail, to his navel. Once 
it hit, oh my God. Frank's back arched. His member twitched with excitement. 


Punky smiled wide. "I guess it is true." 


Frank was gasping for air. Sweat was pouring down his face, and little droplets were getting caught in his soul 
patch. Goddamn. He grabbed a fistful of Punky's hair, and pushed him down towards his cock. Punky took 
Frank's dick by the base, and licked it like it was a popsicle. Frank sighed in ecstasy. The guitarist pursed his lips 
and took the whole eight inches in his mouth. He moved up and down, his tongue stroking the frenulum. If 
Punky was good at anything else besides guitar, it was sucking dick. 


The tension in Frank's body started to build The itch was more and more prevalent, and, God, it needed to be 
scratched. Punky looked at Frank, his eyes like pools of dark chocolate in the low light of the hotel lamp. Frank 


wrapped his legs around Punky's head, and pulled him in closer. 


"More," Frank said. "Give me more." 


"Mmmm." Punky expertly moved his tongue around the tip, licked his lips, and dived right back in for more. It 


was too much for Frank to bear any longer. 


“Augh," he cried out, arching his back once more. The tension popped like a bubble, and flooded out of him like a 
dam. Punky's Adam's apple moved, indicating a swallow. "Oh." was all Frank could say. He fell back onto the bed, 
sinking into it, almost like a sigh of relief. 


"Now its my turn," Punky said. Frank knew what he had to do. He rolled over onto his hands and knees, and 
stuck his ass in the air. Punky pulled his mouth to one side, and smacked Frank's butt. "Nice and firm," he said. 
The guitarist spat into his hands, rubbed them together, and in turn rubbed them on his dick He spread 
Frank's rear, and put it inside. Punky grunted softly. He grabbed Frank by the hips, and began to thrust in and 


out. "Frankie," he muttered. 


‘Oooohhhh," Frank said, his face muffled by one of the fluffy pillows. Punky rolled his hips, drawing an "S" curve 
with his body. 


"God, you're so tight," Punky said. He gripped Frank's hips even more, and began to thrust so hard his balls 
slapped against his friend's cheeks, all the while drawing the curve inside of him. Frank pushed against the 
guitarists force, his ass touching Punky's stomach. Frank let out a cry that sounded almost primal. He could 


feel his ass being stretched out by Punky's member, something he hadn't felt since that day in I9T1. 


Finally, Punky reached his limit. "I'm going to cum," he breathed. He pulled out and released his load all over 
Frank's back. "Oh!" He said in surprise. He flopped down next to the singer. "That took a lot out of me," he 
continued, breathing heavy. 


"You're telling me." Frank ran to the bathroom and attempted to wipe his back off with a towel. When that 
failed, he hopped into the shower to get the rest off. 


While the water was running down his back, he couldn't help but think. His mind loved to wander, and this time 
was no different. He thought about Punky and what he did that day at the Whiskey A Go Go back in I9TT. That 
was a day he would never forget. That was the day everything changed. Angel didn't last too much longer 
after that; they broke the band up in I979. Everyone thought it was because of "creative differences". No. It 


was because Frank couldn't stand to look at him any longer. 


And here they are, in the year of our Lord, 20I6. The first year after Angel got back together. Him and Punky 
were the only original members left. He remembered the day Punky called him up a year ago and asked if he 
wanted to get the band back together. Hey, he was broke, and needed a pay check. Besides, he didn't love Punky 


anymore anyway. 


Or so he thought. Now look at what he had done. They just had sex, and for what? Did Punky feel bad? Was it 
nothing more than a pity fuck? Frank didn't know. Maybe he didn't really care at this point. He got what he 
wanted, so why was he so upset? His stomach started to hurt. The singer stepped out of the shower, dried 
himself off, and went to face the music. 


"Sorry, hon," he could hear Punky say in the living room. "Not tonight" Then he heard a slap. Frank winced. 


Punky came back into the bedroom with only his underwear on. "She slapped me," he said in a stupor. 


Frank shrugged. "Women" 


Silence. Frank could look anywhere else in the room except Punky's eyes. He sat down on the edge of the bed, 
hands folded in his lap. He waited for Punky to say something. It quickly became evident that Punky was waiting 
for the same thing. 


"Well," Frank said, "goodnight." 


"Night" Punky took his clothes and draped them over his muscled arm. He sauntered back to his room, but 
not before looking back one more time at Frank, almost as if he was waiting for him to say something. Frank 
gave Punky an awkward wave, and shut the door. 


Frank put his pajamas back on. He curled up in the bed, and turned the lights off. Tears began to stream down 
his face. Why did he do that? 


